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wn How oft when musing in my cell, } ies ar f iestedes 
[Original.] D fi take her flight : } re a row of sfones designates, 
g oes fancy take her flight ; ’ . ; 
ts oni Sey em Where lies a father’s and a mother’s bones, 
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~ The Rosebuds. ote Nelercunitalight. And rouod-them all their little infant brood 
; : P Who by some dire disease were swept away, 
Oh! I do love to sit and gaze How bright she paints the future hour And left the busy circles of the world. 
oe Cee SE Sears Grae, When free from worldly strife, But yonder, yonder, stands the sable bier 
Thore (wo entelding buds that greece, Sequestered in some lonely bower O’er the fresh earth that lies upon the wie 
Their tender little stems. With thee, my love,—my ‘ife! Of him, perhaps, who but one month ago 
. ‘ au g¢ , 
I love that bonny bloom of red, The remnant of my days to spend Was your gayest and most intimate cempaniog, 
I love that half-closed lip, In calm domestic ease, Look there and learn that man is mortal. 
love that gently drooping head Whilst beauty, wealth and worth shalilend , « 
That seems as if 'twould weep. Their varied power to please. -s— 
; a re Thee! THE INVOCATION, 
I love those leaves unfolding bright I raise my voice, O Heaven, to Thee tame, onieniad 
To greet the morning rays, And hearken to my praver ;} . 


I love that soft and hallowed light 
That o’er each leafet plays. 


I love to look, and think how frail 
Those lovely rosebuds are, 

How soon their beauties all will fail, 
And leave no fragrance there. 


Te have a voice, sweet, transient flowers ! 
That speaks unto my soul— 

Ye tell me of departed hours— 
Ye make the big tear roll. 


Those ange! spirits—now no more— 
Two infaat daughters mine— 

Ye are so like to them—so pure, 
So frail, yet so divine! 


Like them ye droop in silence, riven 
From off the parent tree— 

Their father went before to heaven, 
They siaid to weep with me! 


They came and bloomed one little spring, 
They blushed in Summer's beam, 

But ere their month had taken wing, 
Both withered like a dream. 


Blow on, sweet buds !—your date so brief 
Is spent while | weep— 
Blow on—While I, to soothe my grief, 


A mother’s vigils keep. 


I'll guard you from the scorching ray, 
And from the chilling dew, 

And, as ye melt in tears away, 
Feel all my wo anew, 

And I will muse you, while ye fade, 
Upon a mother’s breast, 

Aud ye shall seem as when I laid 
Those lovely babes to rest. 





Rosina ! See that lovely flower— 
How fair! how fragrant too ! 
Move but one step—and in an hour 
Will fade, its fairest hue. 
That flower, when sweetuess scents the air, 
Is reputation dear. 
One step—'twill crush it, now so fair, 
And what is lefi ? a tear. 
A tear? Yes tears—a flood of tears 
Will ne’er bring back again 


What once ts lost—no angels tears 
Can ne’er wash out the stain. 











And say my musings shall not be 
A dream of empty air! - 


Written on the Death of Miss Julia ********. 


Oh, weep not for those whom the night of the grave, 
In youth’s brightest bloom, hath conceal'd from our 
eyes; 
Ere sorrow could darken, or sin could enslave, 
The soul that was destin’d to shine in the skies. 


Oh! weep not for Julia, tho’ gone is the light, 
And the lovely expression of beauty decay'd ; 
Her spirit bath own where no sorrow can blight, 
Nor anguish can torture, nor sickness invade. 


Death tore her away in the bright morn of spring, 

Ere acloud o'er its lovliest splendor was thrown ;— 
Ao angel from beaven call’d her spirit to wing 

Its flight to the skies ;—and that spirit has flown. 
Oh, mourn not for her in affliction’s dark hour, 

Tho’ all that was lovely and gay round her shone ;— 
Her soul is reposing in Eden’s bright bower, 

And on this dark valley “looks radiantly down.” 

w*. 


On the Death of a Young Lady. 


Oh! thou wert beautiful as light,-- 

And seem'd almost one sent from heav’n, 
To stay here for some failing, slight, 

Till death proclaim’d thy crime torgiv’n. 


Else why, when all around was gay 

And smiling, would’st thou heave the sigh,— 
And coldly gaze, and sadly say, 

T'was sweet in death’s embrace to lie ? 


Life seem’d a weariness to thee ; 
And oft thine eye weuld seem to ache, 
Because oblig'd, per force, to see, 
Things which thy spirit would forsake. 


But fare thee well !—'tis sad to see 
Beauty’s fair flower nipp’d in its prime,— 
And sad to think that some there be, 
Who long to wither ere their time. 


THE BURYING PLACE. 
There isa melancholy pleasure, when 
At the still and sileot hour of night, 
One ranges o'er the glomy burying place. 
There is a tall’white marble store that tells 
Beneath the sod on which you careless tread, 
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Lies a fair one—who, when in life, 








Answer me, burning Stars of night! 
Where is the spirit gone, 

That past the reach of human sight, 
Even as a breeze hath flown ? 

— And the stars a iswer’d me—*“* We roll 
In light and power on high, 

But, of the never-dying soul, 
Ask things that cannot die!” 


——————— 





O, many toned and chainless Wind, 
Thou art a wanderer free, 

Tell me if thou its place can find, 
Far over mount and sea ? 

—And the Wind murmur'd in reply, 
“ The blue deep I have cross’d, 
And met its barks and billows high, 

But not what thou hast lost.” 


Ye Clouds that gorgeously repose 
Around the setting son, 

Answer! have ye «a home for those 
Whose earthly race has run ? 

—The bight Clouds answer'd “ We depart, 
We vanisi: from the sky ; 

Ask what is deathless in thy heart, 
For that which cannot die!” 


Spesk, thea, thou voice of God within, 
Though of the deep low tone! 

Answer me through life’s restless din, 
Where is the Spirit flown? 

— And the voice answered, “ Be thou still ! 
Enough to kuow is given ; 

Ciouds, Winds, add Stars, their task fulfil, 
Tune is to trust in heaven !” 
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